382                TENNYSON'S POEMS
Arrive at last the blessed goal,
And he that died in Holy Land
Would reach us out the shining- hand,
And take us as a single soul.
What reed was that, on which I leant ?
Ah, backward fancy, wherefore wake
The old bitterness again, and break
The low beginnings of content.
LXXXIII
THIS truth came borne with bier and pall,
I felt it, when I sorrowed most,
'Tis better to have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all-----
O true in word, and tried in deed,
Demanding, so to bring relief
To this which is our common grief,
What kind of life is that I lead;
And whether trust in things above,
Be dimm'd of sorrow, or sustained ;
And whether love for him have drained
My capabilities of love;
Your words have virtue such as draws
A faithful answer from the breast,
Thro' light reproaches, half exprest,
And loyal unto kindly laws.
My blood an even tenor kept,
Till on mine ear this message falls,
That in Vienna's fatal walls
God's finger touch'd hinr, and he slept.
The great Intelligences fair
That range above our mortal state>
In circle round the blessed gate,
Received and gave him welcome there ;